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30 Sketch 
that? You like white skin, Sergeant? You're nigger, too." 
In three steps the big Sergeant moved in, grabbed him 
by his shirt, and pinned him off his feet against the wall. 
"Now listen to me, soldier, and listen hard. I'm nigger and 
you are. You're right there. But if you think you get 
special privileges, you're wrong. When you're good enough 
to have a better job, you'll get it. Until then, you'll dig 
ditches and do every little dirty job I've got for you. And 
you'll smile doing them. You hear me? You'll smile." 
Montgomery accented the last remark by shaking the soldier 
in his hands as one would shake a blanket to get the dirt out. 
He let the wide-eyed drunken Negro slide down the wall 
until he rested on his own shaky feet, and let him go. He 
looked at his hands and then wiped them on his pants and 
walked out of the room. For a moment the room remained 
silent. Then the sound of voices and clicking pool balls 
once more rose to its previous level. 
—Jack Gill, Sci. Jr. 
I paused to take the little child's hand and help him on his 
way. 
Where are we? asked the child. 
This is life, I answered. 
Isn't it pretty! And we have so long here. 
No, not really so long. Why do you say it's pretty? 
Oh, but see. You can see that it's pretty. 
But can you see behind, through, around, in? 
No, but I don't need to. All I want to see is here, now. 
Look, over there. There are Dante and Goethe and 
Spinoza and Lucretius and all the others. 
But there is only one over there. Is he all those? 
No, but it will do. Have you never heard of a symbol? 
Oh. 
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They know, but we do not. 
But I know. I can see him. He has a lovely white 
beard, and such a nice smile. He looks pleasant. 
Yes, and they are lucky. 
Why is he lucky? 
They know. 
Oh. 
The child ran to the man and took his hand. They walked 
together for a way. The child picked up words and 
played with them, laughing and capering. He found 
"why". It is a good word for a word game. 
I am tired, said the old man. 
Why? 
I have worked hard today. 
Why? 
There is always much to do. 
Why? 
You would not understand, child. Run and play. The 
old man smiled and sat down on the top of a grassy 
hill. 
I took the "why" and worked with it. 
In the beginning God created heaven and earth. 
Why? 
Life rises out of death. 
Why? 
An old man smiles as he sits on a hill and watches a child at 
play. 
Why? 
The old man took the "why" and answered it. 
We walked on further, the two of us. 
Oh, there is a book! cried the child. I wonder if it has 
pictures? 
Carefully, now, open the book, and oh, so carefully, 
read. Don't let it get away. Don't lose it. What 
does it mean? 
I don't know. But the words are so pretty. The child 
smiled. 
I did not know. I turned away and cried. 
—M. / . Miles, Sci. Sr. 
